THE ECOLE  NORMALE
hips in danger on the sea. Man suffers at the sight, and he peril of the sailors touches him ; but the sea is so grand, here is so much beauty and life in the movement of the raves, in the clouds, in the efforts of the men in their langer, that a sort of strange joy mingles with the first )itterness. Such are my feelings. That which reveals to ne the fundamental imperfection of Man, and the un-lappiness which is his real nature, is the knowledge of perfection and the sight of the logical and necessary concatenation of things. The view of that necessity and of bhat grand thing which we call Perfection is sweet; the sight of that which is the real life and the real nature of Man consoles me. The knowledge of what is true and what exists suffices to fill the soul and to smother the anguish which would follow acquaintance with misfortune. That is why I so love the things of Nature. A sky, even dull and foggy, bare leafless trees, the monotonous breath of the north wind, the aspect of a barren plain, the waving in the cold air of shining blades of grass ... all this is beautiful and enchanting to me, and the country is perhaps the only thing which gives me a kind of complete satisfaction.
Not that I limit myself to these desires, I should not care to vegetate in some hole in the provinces : I shall try and make my way. But it is not because of a fever of ambition, only because I think each man's position should correspond to his value, and one ought not to be underrated. Now you know me pretty well as I am at present. Adieu.
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